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alone. 


Plato believed that madness is essential to our nature and holds secret knowledge about who we are. It 
behoves me to fall on my sword, because for all my humour and self-reproach, my life had come to a 


standstill. One morning in late September 1993, | woke up and decided to end it. 


It was only part of me that | wanted to extinguish. The angry young man who was irritable, detached and 
enmeshed in a ruse of his own making, forever fading away and receding farther into darkness. | felt 
frightened. | felt set upon by a monster who would swallow me whole. Who would see me dead. The monster 
had matted hair and wore a filthy shirt. Dark-circled, luminous eyes gazed from their bony sockets. His flesh 
was alabaster-white and stretched over bones as clear as a sunken, naked skull. | smashed my fist into the 


mirror. 


The understanding of primal urges and the violent unpredictability of nature go hand in hand with all that we 


are, even if these urges have been dulled with the passing of time. Show me a man who rejects this and I'll 
show you a liar, because to resist primitive urges is noble, but to deny their existence and feign intellectual or 
religious superiority is a fallacy. | couldn't do it anymore. In putting my handgun to good use, | might be 
damned, hollow and unholy in this life, but | would be free at last. 


"Neanderthal," | looked at Lars. "I finally get it." 
"Yeah?" he swept his hand over my chest. 
Jason's smile widened. 


"Yeah," | nodded, realisation dawning. "I'm not really here. The truth is, Lars, that I've been in love with you for 


as long as | can remember. But it's a tenuous, sickly kind of sentiment with no heart and no skin Only teeth." 
Lars sat up and hugged his knees to his chest. 


"There's an idea of me. A caricature. A phony who does the job and plays the show and reads the script. But 
he's only a stand-in. A controlled psychosis that has fucked you into believing it is James Hetfield. But the 


James you once knew is dead. Extinct." 


Then | told them that | didn't want to live anymore. | can't remember what happened after that. | think there 
was crying and shouting and shaking of things. And then there was stillness. The weight of the whirlpool had 
dropped. 


The toiling creative mind is driven hardest when suffering is at its height. Over the next few days, we 
retreated from the world and took to writing new material. Lyrics and tabs lay around the house on torn 


pieces of paper and untidy notebooks, or were scribbled on the back of lists and letters, or on the flyleaves of 


books. 
Kirk's hand closed over my own on the fretboard, 
"We'll get through this," he whispered. "Together" 


My confession died a quick death in my throat. | contracted laryngitis in a rare act of cosmic empathy. | didn't 
have to speak. | didn't have to sing. | didn't have to explain myself. It was a merciful release from being me. | 
became a person dead to shame, an idiot ghost. Speech is the pathway to other people. Live in silence and you 
live alone. But it was the tonic to my troubles. Instead of talk, there was touch. And with every caress, every 
gesture, every glance, every kiss, the sorrow stilled Proffered up to the gods for neither love nor money. It 
made me think Is my music expected to provide a manifestation of the memes running around my brain? If so, 
know that my lyrics are contrived. Know that my grin is misleading. Know that my soul maintains its deathly 


sleep no matter how many Grammys or accolades | use to perpetuate my lies. 


Ill let you in on a secret. You won't read about it in magazines. You won't hear about it on television We don't 


talk about it in interviews. 


There is a tension within Metallica between the artistry of traditional music-making, that which follows reason 
and common sense, and the more fantastic elements that are wielded into our lives with almost supernatural 
agency. Lars knows it. Kirk knows it. Jason knows it. Cliff definitely knew it, because his death was a sacrifice. 
And it is this knowledge that makes me want to smash a hole in the very centre of the universe. Because | 


can't outrun this knowledge any more than | can outrun my own shadow. 
| looked at Jason, the sun to my dusk, sharp and rich and resplendent with life. He has only ever known me 
broken. He has only ever seen the monster. And yet, he loved me still. | tried to smile. My lips formed the 


words, / love you It was the first time | had told anyone that | loved them. It was voiceless, it was nebulous, 


but it was all | had. 


My head clicked to Lars, who had been writing in blood on the back of my confession. His eyes held my own in 


a haunted gaze, drumming me taut. 


My sadness had broken my heart, and it was breaking their hearts, too. It was fuelling a mire of disconnected 


dreams that had no continuity. 

And if there is no continuity, there is no fucking point to any of this. 

| closed my eyes and took a deep breath. My hand trembled. | was moments away from getting off the bed, 
getting into my weapon storage cabinet, getting my hands on my Springfield Imm, and putting an end to my 
misery. 

Then | felt a warm hand clinching my trembling fingers. 

Holding me tightly, deterring my death. 

| drew Lars to my chest and wrapped my arms around his shoulders. After a time, Jason looked at Lars, pain 
reflected in his eyes. Lars was crying silently. | couldn't see. | couldn't hear. But | could feel | hugged Lars close 
to my heart and Jason held his hand. We stayed like that. We slept like that. Clinging to each other. 

| felt Lars stirring in my mouth. | felt Jason's hand sweeping up my thigh. 

We fucked. 

It felt like solar flares sparking back and forth along my nerve cells. It felt like robbing life out of the jaws of 
death. Wild, unfettered and free. The air was hot and thick. The sky and sea were one, a dome of the deepest 
blue. A cleansing fire consumed the bodies of three who would live and love without reserve, with no 


constraints or restraints. Nothing less than the very tension that binds the universe. 


| would have to find my mind some other day. 


For now, | was happy to lose it. 


